460                      Honore, de Balzac.
I live so solitary a life that I have nothing to tell you of Paris, uor can I paint its life, or repeat its cancans. I can only speak to you of myself, a subject of perpetual sadness. My little house gets on; the masonry -will be finished by the 30th of this mouth. But, no doubt, it will not be habitable for three or four months.
I am plunged at this moment into laughable trouble, in the sense that I have in my own home one of the pleasures of wealth. My "faithful" Auguste doubts my future fortune and leaves me, alleging a certain paternal will which desires him to abandon domestic service for commerce ; but the real truth of this flight is his own disbelief in my future opulence, and a species of certainty that my present distress will last, and thus prevent him from doing his own little business. I let him go; and I groan at having to find some other rascal. I like those I know; though this one cared as little for me as for the year I. of the Republic. He paid no attention to anything; he left me, ill in bed, one whole day without a drop to drink; though when he was ill I gave him a nurse, and I paid a thousand francs this year to exempt him from the conscription. He had become intolerable to me through his negligence, so that his present ingratitude suits me.
Imagine that for the last three years, at least, I liavo had on my hands an Irish lady, a Miss Patricksou, who has appointed herself to translate my works and propagate them in England. The story is droll. Madame do C . . ., furious against me for various reasons, took her to teach English to R ... and invented a trick to play me through her. She made her write me a love-letter signed " Lady Nevil." I take the English " Almanach" and I could not find in it either a Lord or a Sir Nevil. Moreover, the letter was very equivocal. You know that when such things are feigned there is either too much or too little of them; I saw therefore what it was. I replied with ardour. A rendezvous was given me at the